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some dilution of primal and degrading instincts.
But the pure and passionless love of natural
beauty can have nothing that is acquisitive or
reproductive about it. There is no physical
instinct to which it can be referred; it arouses
no sense of proprietorship ; it cannot be con-
nected with any impulse for self-preservation.
If it were merely aroused by tranquil, comfort-
able amenities of scene, it might be referable to
the general sense of well-being, and of contented
life under pleasant-conditions. But it is aroused
just as strongly by prospects that are inimical
to life and comfort, lashing storms, inaccessible
peaks, desolate moors, wild sunsets, foaming seas.
It is a sense of wonder, of mystery; it nrouses
a strange and yearning desire for we know not
what; very often a rich melancholy attends it,
which is yet not painful or sorrowful, but
heightens and intensifies the significance, the
value of life, I do not know how to interpret
it, but it seems to me to be a call from without,
a beckoning of some large and loving power to
the soul. The primal instincts of which I have
spoken all tend to concentrate the mind upon
itself, to strengthen it for a selfish part; but the
beauty of nature seems to be a call to the spirit